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which commanded a complete view of Deraa, about four miles off,
and we realised that there were nine enemy machines on the
aerodrome. Our Bristol had been badly shot about, so they had
no competition to fear, and for a time they did what they liked to
us with bombs and machine-gunning. We had luck, and used
our mountain guns and Hotchkiss for what they were worth, but
were getting much the worst of it, till our only surviving machine,
a B.E. 12 from Azrak turned up and sailed into the middle of the
show. We watched with very mixed feelings, for the four
Turkish two-seaters and their four scouts were all of them much
more than its equal in the air: however, by good hap or skill the
B.E. came through them and led the whole circus of them away
westward, and after to Ghazale, in pursuit, while we took ad-
vantage of our respite to organise and send off a mixed column
to Mezerib, to cut the Palestine line. Just after this was done,
the B.E. came back again with its attendant swarm, and telling
us that it had finished its petrol, landed near us and turned over
on to its back in the rough, while a Halberstadt came down and
scored a direct hit on it with a bomb. Our pilot was unhurt, and
with his Lewis gun and tracer bullets was soon most usefully
running about just outside Deraa in a Ford, cutting the railway
to prevent any kind of sortie of rolling stock.
We reached the lake at Mezerib about one p.m., and by two,
had taken and looted the French station. The main station on the
Palestine line proved too difficult, and we waited till three for
the Camel Corps and guns to arrive, and then attacked it formally,
and carried it by assault a few minutes later. As our only demoli-
tion parties were on the Damascus line, still demolishing, we
one another, humps them three inches above the horizontal, and
twists the web from the bottom inwards. It drives a trough a foot
deep across the formation. This three-dimension distortion of the
rails is impossible to straighten, and they have to be cut or
scrapped. A gang of four men can lay twenty 'tulips' in an hour
on easy ballast, and for each two slabs (and single fuse) you ruin
a sleeper, a yard of bank and two rails. The effect of a long
stretch of line planted with these 'tulips' is most beautiful, since
no two look just alike.